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CHRIST SITS DOWN TO 
A BIG TURKEY DINNER 


By Dorothy M. Phillips 


Marian Centre, Edmonton, 


Alta. — The year is well started, 


yet we still live the wonders of last Christmas. 
Preparations to receive Christ in His poor on that holy day 
were not made by the Staff of Marian Centre. We had the gracious 


help of many benefactors and volunteers. 


Welcome Gentlemen! 

The Christmas tree was decor- 
ated and set up in one corner of 
the dining room. The Crib, a small 
one, was on the mantel of the 
fireplace. The dining room was 
strung with red and green gar- 
lands, wreaths, and red paper 
Christmas bells. The tables were 
set with pickles, cranberry sauce, 
candies, nuts and fruit. In the 
kitchen, and on the back porch, 
turkeys were being sliced. The 
gravy, dressing, potatoes and peas 
were heating. And in the pantry, 
the potato salad and cole slaw 
were ready to be served. 

By one o'clock the front porch 
was crowded and a row of men, 
four deep, extended well out on 
to the sidewalk. Thirteen volun- 
teers were on hand to help with 
the serving. 

We opened the door. The vol- 
unteers and staff broke into song, 
wishing the men a merry Christ- 
mas as they entered. The men’s 
first reaction was one of surprise. 
Then the smiles that lit up their 
faces was a joy to see. They, in 
turn, started wishing us a happy 
Christmas. Quiet settled down as 
they started on the very import- 
ant business of consuming the 
turkey and trimmings. 

From the background came the 
strains of Adeste Fidelis and other 
Christmas hymns, being sung in 
harmony by the workers. 

Welcome Pudding! 

Paul and Lillian, volunteers, 
kept wending their way in and 
out of the tables, to make sure 
everyone had his plum pudding 
and ice cream. Mrs. Fox, who was 
preparing the desserts, was be- 
ginning to get a worried look on 
her face for we were not half wa 
through the dinner hour and the 
pudding was nearly all gone! 

She had just finished confiding 
to Lillian that even though the 
future servings be reduced great- 
ly, there would definitely not be 
enough for all. At that moment 
a knock came at the back door. 
And there stood a man with an 
enormous pot of hot plum pud- 
ding, covered with steaming 
sauce! 

“I don’t know who my wife 
thought she was going to feed 
this Christmas,” he said, “but we 
have just finished our dinner and 
have all this  eecnge left over. 
We wondered if you might be able 
to use it.” 

You should have seen the ex- 
ression on Lillian’s face. It was 
ruly funny as she spoke in a half 

whisper, “Gee! I’ve heard them 
talk about things like this. But 
bed is the first time I’ve ever seen 

Incidentally there was enough 
pudding left over for our own 
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dinner both at Christmas and 
New Years. 

We had to extend the dinner 
time by an extra half hour in 
order to make sure that all of 
the one hundred and fifty-four 
men who came to Our Lady’s Blue 
Door that day were looked after 
properly. 

Welcome Turkeys 

You may well wonder how it 
was possible to carry on our daily 
cooking and feeding and serve a 
dozen turkeys and a complete 
Christmas dinner on our two 
4-burner stoves — particularly 
when one stew pot alone takes up 
four burners. Well, the puzzle 
resolved itself very easily. When 
people are in love with God and 
there are many people here in 
Edmonton who are in love with 
God, complicated things become 
simple. 

The captains of our Women’s 
Volunteer Group each begged, 
and received, large turkeys and 
all the trimmings as a donation 
from the C.W.L. groups in their 
respective parishes. Next, they 
went to work themselves. They 
made the dressing, cranberry 
sauce, and other things, cooked 
the turkeys and delivered them 
to the back door of Marian Centre 
on Christmas Eve. 

This sounds simple but it in- 
volved much work for the ladies, 
many of whom had families; and 
all of whom had their own Christ- 
mas preparations to look after. 

Some baked cookies and pies. 
To say that we are grateful for 
all the love they showed toward 
God in His poor is to put it mildly. 
Rather, let us say that without 
their valiant giving, not only of 


Y| their goods but also of their most 


precious time, the following might 
never have happened, 

An old man, Jess by name, the 
pallor of whose face truly does 
justice to the expression ‘white as 
a sheet’ came up to me and said. 
“Ma’am, let me give you a word 
of praise. I’m an old man. I’m 
over eighty-two. And I’ve never 
had as good a Christmas dinner 
as I’ve had today!” 

A Last Christmas? 

Jess has been sick for the last 
few months and frequently can’t 
leave the bed of his slum room 
get down here for food. The boys 
have been keeping us informed 
and we give them groceries to 
bring up to him. This may well 
be his last Christmas. 

Are there words to thank our 
volunteers and donors for the joy 
they brought to Jess? If there are, 
| ag a What we can 

o though is to pray specially, 
before the Blessed Sacrament that 
their great love and kindness will 
be remembered when the Day of 
Judgment comes. 

I do not think it would be amiss 
to mention my personal gratitude 
to Eadie, Terry, Marite, and Mar- 
vin who gave so penser 5! and 
cheerfully of themselves. It is my 
prayer that God may smile upon 


them. 

New Year’s Eve we spent quietly 
with just the family present. Dur- 
ing the course of the evening we 
had a Holy Hour. Later we all 
adjourned to the dining room 
where the table was laid with the 
almost forgotten luxury of a table 
cloth. The centerpiece was a 
statue of Our Lady, flanked with 
a beautiful poinsetta which was 
given to us by one of our very 
dear and most faithful friends. 
There were candles, cookies, a 
Christmas cake, candies, nuts and 
dee-licious coffee. 

As the horns started sounding 
outside, Father Robert gave us 
his blessing. And we sang, “Holy 
God we praise Thy name” follow- 
ed by “Our Lady of Combermere.” 
Please pray that we may spend 
the entire year in the praise of 
God. 


to} Century way of saying things. It 





A Love Letter To 
Almighty God 


Eddie Doherty 











Dear Lord God, Author of all 
things and Father of the Word: 
there is one thing I especially 
want to thank You for. But I can- 
not, for the right words scamper 
away from me. The book! 

I need gay words, exuberant 
words, words mad with love, words 
that will dance before You as 
David danced before Your ark, 
words that will go echoing 
through heaven and earth long 
after I have shut my gabby mouth 
forever. I need them, and they 
elude me. 

God Help Me 

Our Lady of Combermere, the 
mother of the Word, would help 
me, if I asked her. No matter, 
then, how crudely I expressed my- 
self; she would present my thanks 
in such words that You would 
bless me. But I am trying to avoid 
her help, this time, lest she find 
out what is in my mind. 

Like a child who keeps things 
temporarily from the knowledge 
of his mother—with the fond con- 
nivance of his father—I want to 
prepare a surprise for our Sorrow- 
ful and Immaculate Lady. I 
need Your help in this, God. And 
I need Your help in finding words 
to thank You! 

Perhaps if I write simply and 
slowly, and listen to Your voice 
now and. then, I can make myself, 
a little clearer. You have already 
scanned my heart. You know 
what I want to say and what I 
am about to say. Yet I must voice 
the words myself—or write them. 
That’s the way You made me. 
I am still stupid with words 
though I have worked with them 
all these years. Be patient, God. 

It’s about the new book, “Devo- 
tion to Mary.” I must start even 
before it was conceived. 

You wanted me _ to become a 
slave of Jesus and Mary. I had 
ideas of my own. I resisted You. So 
You thrust into my unwilling 
hands Father F. W. Faber’s ver- 
sion of St. Louis De Montfort’s 
“True Devotion.” I tried to read 
it, and I gagged! 

Those Big Words 

It wasn’t anything St. Louis 
said that gagged me. It was the 
dear old English priest’s 19th 


was the long and involved sen- 
tences, the dreadfully long and 
bleak and _ solid-seeming para- 
graphs, and the constant use of 
Latin phrases in cramped Italics; 
with the prim and proper transla- 
tions following — like Roman 
sheep with woolly English tails. 

These sheep wandered through 
a sort of ruins. And every now and 
then there was a barricade the 
reader had to get around or over 
—to meet with other sheep. The 
barricades of big words! 

I hate big words. I was taught 
to hate them, by a hundred 
editors, and to avoid them. I 
feared to look up the meaning of 
big words lest unhappily I might 
use them in some article or story. 
I confess I preferred the slang 
word, or the vulgar or profane 
word, to the jawbreaker of the 
pundit and professor. 

You love simple words too, God, 
don’t You? You spoke them to 
Moses, and to us, in the Ten Com- 
mandments. “Thou shalt not kill. 
Thou shalt not steal.” You spoke 
them when You made the world. 
You did not say, for instance, 
“Whereas I am God, the Om- 
nipotent, Ineffable, and Incom- 
prehen sible Creator, I therefore 
ordain that a brilliant lumin- 
escence shall forthwith and im- 
mediately penetrate and disperse 
the obfuscating darkness.” You 
said only, “Let there be light!” 

Love of You, God 

I plodded through the book, 
Lord. It was a labor of love. Love 
of You. Only love of You kept me 
plodding through it. I became a 








slave. Then I asked other slaves 
if they too had read the book. 


OUR LADY 





OF RUSSIA 





They had. And most had had the 
same hard struggle getting 
through it. 

There were, of course, some who 
loved the book; who spoke of it 
in glowing terms. To these it was 
not dull, nor prosy, nor dry, nor 
stuffy,nor forbiddingly scholastic. 
These said to me, though in mild- 
er and politer words: “One who 
has been brought up on Mother 
Goose might expect a hard time 
with Father Faber.” 

It galled me that anybody 
should have a hard time under- 
standing the wonderful and beau- 
tiful things St. Louis had written 
about Our Lady. I felt somebody 
should rewrite Fr. Faber’s book, 
and put it in such language that 
everybody would not only under- 
stand, but also love it. 

And it was then You said to me, 
Lord — in Your own words — 
something like this: “All right, 
Stupid, why don’t you do the job 
yourself?” 

Job of Restoration 

I got a photograph of St. Louis 
De Montfort’s original script. And 
Francoise de Castro, one of the 
Staff Workers at Madonna House, 
translated it. Her English wasn’t 
as excellent as it is today. At that 
time she was still thinking in her 
native French. But she gave me 
what I needed. 

In this way I by-passed Father 
Faber, and came into direct con- 
tact with St. Louis. And I began 
to understand what a masterpiece 
the saint had left us! 

Working with this new trans- 
lation was more than a labor of 
love. It was a joy, a glorious ad- 
venture, and an education. I could 
appreciate what a man feels res- 
toring an old painting of Titian 
or Michelangelo or Botticelli — 
watching the original colors em- 
erge from the dirt and abuse and 
neglect of the years, and seeing 
the picture as it was when it was 
painted. 

Thank You, God, for giving me 
the idea of restoring the “True 
Devotion” of De Montfort to its 
pure magnificence and beauty. 
Thank You for Francoise and her 
knowledge of 17th Century 
French. Thank You for giving me 
the help of Our Lady in rewriting 
Miss De Castro’s literal transla- 
tion. I am sure Your Mother did 
most of the work. Words come so 
easily to her. She made them 
come easily to me. 

The Devil Hates It 


I gave the book to the Montfort 
Fathers a long time ago. Weird 





things happened to delay its pub- 
Ication — things that made them 
remember how hard the devil 
fought to keep De Montfort’s book 
from being printed. The devil still 
hates the book, they tell me. But 
You know more about that than 
anyone on earth. 

On the day after Christmas a 
young man, a visitor to Madonna 
House, came bounding excitedly 
upstairs to my room. I was lying 
in bed, balancing a bag of ice on 
my hairy chest, taking life easy. 
I hadn’t felt well enough to go 
downstairs to greet the mail man. 
So the mail came rushing up to 
me. The young man had a neatly 
wrapped parcel. “It’s the book,” 
he shouted. “It’s your book! Can 
I see your book?” 

I caught such excitement from 
1im I slid from beneath the ice 
and ripped the paper feverishly 
off the book. 

It was the book indeed! At long 
iast! And on the cover I saw a 
beautiful picture of a Madonna 
and Child. Then, above the pic- 
cure, I saw a strange and almost 
unbelievable combination of 
names. I stared at them, like a 
young actor looking for the first 
time at his name in the lights of 
a theatre marquise. 

Look Where I Am! 

Mary .. . St. Louis De Montfort 
. . . Eddie Doherty! 

Lord God Almighty, how did I 
ever get into such radiant com- 
pany? Is it any wonder that I can 
find no words to thank You? I am 
stunned witless, Lord. I am stun- 
ned stupid. But may I keep this 
company forever! 

The book got away from me, 
because of the shock. It went 
running downstairs faster than it 
had come up. And it called every- 
body to come and read it. Our 
Lady’s book — it is really hers 
since she inspired St. Louis to 
write it and helped me to rewrite 


it — had reached Our Lady’s 
house; and the place was in a 
joyous uproar. 

Will it be greeted with such love 
and enthusiasm elsewhere? 
Please, Lord, let it be welcomed 
everywhere. Let it be distributed 
to millions but without the full 
knowledge of Our Lady. You can 
do this, if You will. You can do 
all things. But, can You keep a 
secret from Your mother? 

Miracles of Grace 

It is my hope that this book 
will make her better known and 
better loved throughout the 
English-reading world; that it 

(Continued-on Page Four) 








Suckers All! 


By Jose De Vinck 





Among the many things I 
would like to do — and probably 
never will — is to write a book. 
Its title has been haunting me 
for a number of years. Perha 
it will remain a mere title, wi 
a few dreams attached. But it is 
strong enough in its own right, so 
I give it to you, as an imperfect 
gift, with its string of thoughts. 
My book is to be called GOD’S 
OWN SUCKERS. 

It is to be dedicated to the 
crushed and the smitten, to the 
down-trodden and the meek; to 
all who seem to have been by- 
passed by the good things of life; 
to the amorphous mass, to the 
plebe upon whom the man of 
success looks down with a sneer. 
Suckers all! 

How surprised some will be, 
some day, to see what they have 
not seen: to behold among this 
crowd upon whose sufferings they 
have built wealth and empires, 
the glitter of the souls of better 
men. 

Suckers? Oh yes, and close to 
the milk of truth. Suckers, suck- 
lings, babes, resting in the strong 
arms of God. Little ones with no 
ambition other than to love! 
Humble ones with no other desire 
than to pray! Despised ones with 
no other wealth than God! Suck- 
ers all. 

Perhaps they never heard of 
Father de Caussade, but they 
practice in full Abandonment to 
the Providence of God. If they did 
not, they would know despair, and 
despair leads to death. That is the 
amazing fact: Under the strain of 
modern industrialism, of modern 
materialism, of modern commun- 
ism, so many plod along the silent 
way of love. Perhaps they never 
think. Perhaps they hardly know 
the God of Kindness, and yet 
they plod along unfailingly, 
GOD’S OWN SUCKERS! 


COMBERMERE DIARY 


News of the month: Appoint- 
ment of Miss Elsie Whitty, R.N., 
our Staff Worker from Edinbor- 
ough, Scotland, to Marian Centre 
in Edmonton. 

From your letters, we are given 
to understand that you enjoyed 
the articles on Our Lady of 
Guadalupe which reminds us 
to tell ycu we have two shrines 
to Our Lady under that title at 
Madonna House, and that Mary- 
house in the Yukon has for its 
formal title, “Our Lady of Guad- 
alupe Mission.’”’ On the Feast of 
Our Lady of Guadalupe we had a 
real Mexican, or Spanish, “pin- 
ata” — a gaily decorated clay pot 
filled with candies and nuts, 
which different blind-folded mem- 
bers of the group endeavored to 
break with a small hammer. When 
one finally succeeded, we all en- 
joyed the contents of the pinata. 

We thought you might be in- 
terested in learning of some of 
our Christmas cooking that the 
kitchen department produced: 
“Romania” from Rumania, “Pan- 
ettone” from Italy, “Errae” from 
Greece, ‘“‘Koolitch” from Russia, 
“Deutschland” from Germany, 
“Sverige” from Sweden, “Cesko- 
slovensko” from Czechoslovakia, 
“Buche de Noel” from France, 
“Polska” from Poland, “Specul- 
aas” from Belgium, and “Espana” 
from Spain. 

And, of course there was the 
blessing of the wine on the Feast 
of St. John, according to the 
Roman Ritual. 

We should also mention that on 
the Feast of the Epiphany, chalk 
was blessed by one of the priests, 
and then the lintels of the doors 
marked with the initials of the 
three Wise Men, together with the 
— of Grace, like: 19+C+B+M- 

Our two Acceptance Dates for 
Staff Worker Applicants are 
September 8th and January 6th. 
On this latter date seven new 
Applicants were formally received. 

Maybe when some of you come 
to visit us again you will find 
new faces in new places: 

Ann Gilmore,. Alma Beauchamp, 
¢(Cont'nued on Page Four) 
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WHERE LOVE IS — GOD IS 


INFANT CHRIST of the Incarnation and Man- 
ifestation, at this, the threshold of a New Year, give 
us, of Your grace, the gift of SIMPLICITY... so 
needed in our century of COMPLEXITIES. 


SIMPLICITY! Child-likeness! That is, You said 
so Yourself, the key to heaven, SIMPLICITY. It will 
lead humanity out of the hell of immaturity, that 
CHILDISHNESS which refuses to leave behind the 
things of a child, and refuses to enter adult life or 
to face its realities. Its very complexity hides from it 
the truth that the greatest REALITY OF LIFE IS 
YOU. 


INFANT CHRIST of the Incarnation and Man- 
ifestation, at this, the threshold of a New Year, give 
us, of Your grace, the gift of WISDOM . . . so that men 
of our days may see that their love of POSSESSIONS 
has led them away from possessing YOUR TRUTH 
... Which means possessing You . . . and without You 
they clutch nothing but the abomination of desolation 
—their own emptiness! 


INFANT CHRIST of the Incarnation and Man- 
ifestation, at this, the threshold of a New Year, give 
us, of Your grace, the gift of COUNSEL; so that of 
the thousand confusing cross-roads humanity has to 
travel in these tragic days, it may choose the one that 
leads straight to You, and which, just by being fol- 
lowed, renders the greatest glory to You and brings 
salvation to the traveller. 


INFANT CHRIST of the Incarnation and Man- 
ifestation, at this, the threshold of a New Year, give 
us, of Your grace, the gift of KNOWLEDGE; so that 
the immense tranquility of Your order may come 
again to rule the earth and all men dwelling on it; 
for by its light men will make use of all things to 
come closer to You, finding peace now and hereafter. 


INFANT CHRIST of the Incarnation and Man- 
ifestation, at this, the threshold of a New Year, give 
us of Your grace, the gift of FORTITUDE; so that all 
difficulties brought unto men may be seen in the light 
of faith and overcome by its strength; so that all 
complexities may be reduced to holy simplicity, which 
will draw from fortitude the foroe to overcome all in 
the beauty of mature child-likeness. 


INFANT CHRIST of the Incarnation and Man- 
ifestation, at this, the threshold of a New Year, give 
us, of Your grace, the gift of PIETY; so that we may 
learn to see YOU IN OUR NEIGHBOR ... and treat 
him accordingly, thus restoring, at long last, Your 
kingdom to You, in Caritas, the mother of piety. 


INFANT CHRIST of the Incarnation and Man- 
ifestation, at this, the threshold of a New Year, give 
us, of Your grace, the gift of THE FEAR OF THE 
LORD; so that, filled to overflowing with CARITAS 
and piety, we may so LOVE YOU as to fear with a 
deep filial fear, to offend You. , 


THEN, OH BELOVED CHILD OF BETHLE- 
HEM, OF EPIPHANY, AND OF THE PRESENTA- 
TION, WE, LIKE THE SHEPHERDS AND THE 
MAGI, WILL BEHOLD YOUR FACE AND YOUR 
KINGDOM WILL BEGIN, AS YOU ALWAYS MEANT 
IT TO BEGIN, IN THIS WORLD! 


AND WE SHALL TASTE ITS PEACE AND 
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If you have an old month lying 
around somewhere, sort of lost 
and useless looking — sort of 
“gone” and puzzled — it may be- 
long to me. If it has 31 days and 
answers to the name of January 
it most chara | is mine. I was 
toying with it, but hadn’t really 
used it. I put it away somewhere, 
and it just vanished. The first 
thing I knew February was 
breathing down my neck. A suit- 
able reward will be paid for 
January’s return. Anything the 
finder asks! (It isn’t worth it, but 
I’m just curious to see how he 
will get it back to me.) 

It is February, and the Catho- 
lic Press pauses to let everybody 
know how necessary it is to read 
Catholic books, magazines, pam- 
phlets, and newspapers. And it 
is also the month in which the 
National Conference of Christians 
and Jews, a civic organization 
engaged in trying to promote 
better human relations in the 
U.S.A. and Canada, stresses the 
need of observing Brotherhood 
Week. The week comes between 
Feb. 17 and 24, this year. 





And we are constantly at the 
service of all kinds of people, 
Catholics, Protestants, Jews, 
agnostics, infidels, rich poor, 
ignorant, blind, lame, sick, 
unfortunate, lazy, desperate, 
priests and nuns, ex-convicts and 
men in hiding, prostitutes, ex- 
pectant mothers — even the dead 
that have no one to bury them! 

The more we see of people the 
more we love them, and the 
better and the more eagerly we 
serve them. But then we are 
privileged to live among — and 
for — all those in need. 

People Who Love 

We are the most fortunate of 
all God’s children on earth, for 
we know indeed that all men are 
brothers; and that we are our 
brothers’ keepers. We know the 
joy of loving, of giving, of spend- 
ing our selves in serving God and 
neighbors. And we would willingly 
share our joy — if the joyless ones 
would take it! 

You don’t have to believe me. 
I’m a professional writer. I have 
been trained to put things in a 
nice way, to “glamorize” the un- 
glamorous, as it were. I might be 
exaggerating. Listen then to Mary 
Ruth, whom Madonna House re- 
cently sent, as a lay missionary, 
to its branch in the Yukon — 
Maryhouse in Whitehorse. “‘Ruth- 
less” she calls herself. 

Whitehorse isn’t the most beau- 
tiful town in the world. It’s hot 
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‘No One Can Be Perfectly Free Till All Are Free’ 








Annual Reminder 

You could criticize this business 
of naming a short period of time 
for one purpose or another, and 
expecting all of North America 
to enter obediently and placidly 
into its spirit. Yet some people 
have to be reminded every,,so 
often. We Christians, for example, 
believe that every day — “theor- 
etically” — should be Christmas, 
a day of love. Yet ordinarily we 
do not exhibit much of a Chris- 
tian spirit except when the cal- 
endar indicates that the Yule 
season has arrived and the news- 
papers and magazines start writ- 
ing Christmas. stories — and 
printing Christmas ads. 

Possibly, if we didn’t make a 
fuss over Christmas, many people 
would forget all about Christ; if 
we didn’t make a fuss over Broth- 
erhood Week, many would forget 
that all men are brothers under 
the Fatherhood of God; and if we 
didn’t make a fuss over Catholic 
Press month, some people would 


forget that the printed word is 
a tireless apostle, and a powerful 
missionary. 

The religion taught by Christ 
is a religion of love. It was con- 
ceived of Love, born in _ love, 
baptized in love, confirmed in 
love on a cross. It breathes love. 
It teaches love. It would make the 
world a loving family, one closely 
knit and dear to God. Yet there 
are many so-called Christians who 
hate Jews, Atheists, Moslems, 
Communists, Negroes, . Orientals, 
foreigners of any kind — the 
people on the next block. There 
are many who viciously hate, 
detest, loath, abominate, despise, 
and especially abhor, all other 
Christians. 

People Who Hate 

There are all kinds of Chris- 
tians, including Catholics, who 
hate, who do not love. And it is 
the job of the Catholic Press, and 
of the National Conference of 
Christians and Jews, to point out 
to them that they are on the 
straight swift way to hell! 

It may be argued that it does 
little good to remind the hateful 
only once or twice a year that 
hate destroys — destroys especial- 
ly him who hates, but not always 
him who is hated. Still, if it does 
any good at all, it is worth while. 

















We in Madonna House love 
everybody. We don’t hate any one. 





in the summer, and filled with a 
terrible dust. It’s bitter cold nine 
months of the year. Sometimes 
the mercury drops below 60 below. 
But listen to Mary rave about it! 

“IT once thought I couldn’t bear 
to leave Madonna House, and I 
expected I would be intensely 


lonesome at Christmas. But I 
wasn’t a bit homesick—just stun- 
ned at the joy of being here in 
the Mission, and so overwhelmed 
with gratitude and joy that if I 
had salt codfish instead of turkey 
for dinner I wouldn’t even notice 
it. I feel completely frustrated 
sometimes at not being able to 
thank God enough. Then I tell 
myself to cool down because there 
will be endless weeks in which to 
thank Him. ; 
Baby In A Crib 

“Under our Christmas tree we 
had a real baby in a basket — for 
a crib. I put him there. An Indian 
baby. He was ill, T.B., I guess. He 
is one of seven. His father was 
killed in an accident, and he was 
staying overnight, on the way to 
a hospital in Edmonton. I sat up 
with the baby all night, in the 
library. He could scarcely breathe. 
Beyond us, in the men’s hostel, 
two alcoholics banged around all 
night; but I felt filled with joy. 
This is what Maryhouse and all 
branches of Madonna House 
should be, I kept thinking. The 
Sick, the babies, the troubled, the 
alcoholics: coming here to warm 
their hearts in the charity we, by 
God’s grace, have enkindled here! 

“You see it day after day. People 
drop in for this or that, obviously 
seeking peace. And they can’t go. 
They stay and stay, try to go, get 
up to go. and remain at the door 
until they come back. They feel 
a something they can’t analyze; 
but it is peace. They can’t figure 
us out.” 

The Yo-Yo Ham! 

You will find the same spirit of 
joy in service expresed in Dorothy 
Phillips’ story from Edmonton. 
How lovingly she talks about the 
154 men who came to Marian 
Centre for Christmas dinner, and 
the very old man who said it was 
the best Christmas of his life! 

Miss Marite Langlois, one of 
the Staff Workers in Edmonton, 
wrote a letter supplementing 


Dot’s article. She talks of the 
three “tough guys” of the parish 
who helped serve the dinner. They 
are boys of 16. “And did they pile 
it on,” she exclaims. And she 
mentions Edith Scott, another 
devoted worker in Marian Centre. 

“You can imagine what a b 
girl our Edith was through all 
this. On Christmas eve a family 
came to the door asking for a 
hamper. They had nothing for 
their Christmas dinner. So Edie 
went through our supplies and 
packed them a nice box, including 
a ham. A few minutes later some- 
one came to the door with a ham 
for us. This same _ coincidence 
repeated itself four or five times 
during the evening. How could 
we help but believe that the Lord 
provides, with such obvious proof 
before our eyes?” 

Come Join Us 

I know that some people hate 
to be reminded about Christ, Who 
died to make all people blood 
relations. I know they hate to be 
reminded it is wrong to hate. They 
hate to be reminded about Broth- 
erhood Week, and about the Ca- 
tholic Press -- and the duty of 
Catholics to ae said Press. 
(Meaning that editors of Catholic 
periodicals have to eat, pay in- 
come taxes, and get along with 
their creditors, just like other 
men.) They hate to be reminded 
of anything but their hate. 

At the same time I cannot help 
reminding them that hate poisons 
the hater: that joy sustains life 
and makes it worthwhile; that 
there is great joy in loving; and 
that the Lay Apostolate of Ca- 
tholic Action — most any apost- 
olate, but especially that of Ma- 
donna House — is willing to teach 
Catholic young men and women 
how to get rid of hate and how 
to live happily ever after here and 
hereafter. 

Communism is hatred. If you 
really want to fight it, and con- 
quer it, come and give yourself 
entirely to Love, in the Lay Apost- 
olate! Only love is strong enough 
to conquer hate. 


THE B'S CORNER 


What is this pain I so often talk 
about? Oh .. . it is composed of 
many things. Darkness, for one. 
It is so simply and clearly stated 
in spiritual books that apostles 
of Christ are sowers, and God is 
the harvester. But to work day 
in and day out in the darkness of 
Faith, and to spend oneself reck- 
lessly, lavishly, constantly, in the 
services of others, without “see- 
ing” any results of that utter sur- 
render — that is PAIN. It is a 
slow, nagging pain that never 
leaves the soul, and seems at times 
a pressing, crushing weight, that 
drops one in the dust of the thous- 
and roads souls have to travel. 

No Understanding 

The lack of understanding, 
which alas, all beginners in the 
spiritual life naively expect from 
their own, is pain too. But oh 
how different a pain this one is! 
It is like a knife plunged deeply 
into one’s heart that some unseen 
hand twists and turns until mind, 
body, and soul cry out in the 
stygian night of bewilderment 
and hurt. 

The lack of vision is another 
pain. It is all around us, crowding 

.. pressing... undoing 
wrecking .. . halting . . . often 
destroying months and years of 
Ahe work of the Lord. It is the 
failure of so many to see the 
“vision of the whole” — the vision 
of a world as God wants it. A 
world where at least His very own 
understand His plan of mutual 
love — Caritas — peace, simplic- 
ity, joy. It is their inability to put 
first things first, to recognize the 
need of bringing GOD BACK 
INTO OUR SOULS, OUR COM- 
MUNITY, OUR NATION, THE 
WORLD ... by living the Gospels 
literally, so that our neighbors 
may again repeat the saying of 
the pagans, “See how these Chris- 
tians love one another!” 


Not Mass Action 

_So many cannot see, cannot 
visualize the immense horizons 
that God sets before us, and that 
frighten most of us by their very 
width and breadth — such as, for 
instance, the inescapable truth 
that TODAY THE WAYS OF 
THE SPIRIT are the only wa 














by which to solve our problems 
on every scale, from personal to 
supernational. They cannot 
realize that this way of the spirit 
must begin with the individual, 
and spread through him to the 
rest of the world. This is an 
INNER WAY... not amenable 
to pines Deeg rage > ing th way not 
amenable “doi things” so 
much as living them according to 
the blueprints of God, THE GOS- 
PELS, and of being before God! 
Yes... that-is part of the pain. 
It comes forth from some un- 
plumbed depth of the soul. I think 
it resembles the pain of cruci- 





fixion. 


Then comes frustration. Or is 
it a realization of one’s own limit- 
ations and inabilities? Who can 
tell? Yet this pain reminds me of 
THE RACK that tears one apart 
without killing. The rack is yg wd 
built. It is primitive. It is the 
primary, personal knowledge of 
the needs of God’s poor. . . lost 
and hungry for the bread of the 
soul! 
On The Rack 

The rack is to live, experience, 
and share those needs, to know 
them intimately from person to 
person, to be able to say, ‘The 
need of Mrs. Smith is so and thus 
... it would take a few dollars to 
help her .. . the need of Mr. Doe 
is such and such ... it would take 
a few pennies to fill it...” and 
so down an endless line of 
HUMAN BEINGS, DAY IN AND 
DAY OUT, NIGHT IN AND 
NIGHT OUT, and to know that 
these needs exist in the richest 
countries in the world! The rack 
is to read the society news in any 
newspaper, and learn the amount 
of money spent on parties. Or to 
discover that many ffirms deal 
exclusively in luxury goods, mer- 
chandise no one really wants, but 
for which a want is artificially 
created ... and to know that 
BILLIONS of dollars are WAST- 
ED! This is a pain that cannot 
be described. Who can describe 
Gethsemane? 

Yes ... deep is my pain, com- 
pounded of these things I have 
tried to write. 

Yet when the busy day is done, 
and the night has come on quiet 
feet and hushed a rushing world, 
and I am all alone, kneeling be- 
for the Lord in the Blessed Sacra- 
ment, I understand, dimly ... yet 
clearly ... that without this pain 
there would be no “apostolate.” 
For the apostle is not greater 
than the Master. And in Him too 
the mystery of the passion of 
Christ must take place, so that 
he may be purified, and begin to 
draw all things to Christ.” 


THIS IRON LACE | 


By Iris Bernstein 








I would be a poet. What makes 
me so? 

Some strangely carved sheets of 
iron lace 

That trace my inner framework 
with a flow 

Of fire-rid intensity; a man-sized 
space 

Assigned me for my lifetime all 
too small 

For safe retention of expanding 
feeling 

And the beauty-pain that can en- 
thrall 

Its vessel creature, though it 
leave him reeling. 

bal I can tell you, ’tis a lonely 

e. 

For those around me do not seem 
to melt 

Beneath hot sun. nor cringe be- 
fore the knife 

Of penetrating cold, have not felt 

The generating action of sensa- 
tion 

Nor the awe that grows behold- 
ing beauty— 

All those things which urge me 
to creation 

On my own—as necessary duty. 


Yet ’tis more than contrast of 
what’s mine with theirs, 


. .| For there’s conviction in me that 


the earth 

Has things to show a vacant eye 
that stares 

Nowhere, and feels emptiness 
that’s blamed on dearth. 

Of things to see. An eye’s a tender 
organ 

Made capable of sight, of piercing 
through 

A vacuum and touching much, 
much more than 

Is appended to closed self’s my- 
opic view. 


I think they’ve suffered accidents, 
these eyes. 

Sometime in youth the glimpse of 
universal pain 

So frightened them they ceased to 
watch the skies 

And crept into a cave which they 
called sane. 

Thus lost they precious faculty of 
sight, 

And never knew that there be- 
neath the grey 

Facade of pain exists a world 
alight 


YS| With the radiating joy of beauty’s 


day 


If I could tempt these eyes to once 
forego 

Long-accustomed darkness; 
could shake 

Them ’til they titillate and crave 
and grow 

Their own affinity for beauty, 
make 

Them realize that man communi- 
cates 

With things diviner than himself 

—this prediction 

Would be realized: beauty 


emanates 


if I 





A blaze that holds, knows its own 
conviction. 


ee 
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crop! But that is not all. The Answers That Escape that .. . then most of the ques- 
apple crop was good too. The sow tions won’t have to be asked. The 


HERE'S THE STORY OF 
MADONNA HOUSE FARM 


In May, 1956, three city boys who may have heard about shovels 
and pick axes and barbed-wire fences and cedar posts and cows and 
chickens and pigs — but who didn’t know whether potatoes grew on 
trees or bushes and who thought milk came in bottles or cans — were 
given the job of making Madonna House’s new farm acres productive. 

These stories, written by two of them, show what they learned 
about farms and farming, and something of what they did. It is only 
fair to record the fact that the House of Gold was sometimes referred 
to, this winter, as the House of Cold. It is an old house, utterly unsuited 
to this climate, and one of the boys had to sleep with his hat pulled down 
over his forehead, and ear muffs fastened tightly over his ears, because 


of a draft that came down through a 


zigzag crack above his head. 


It must be recorded too that on many of the coldest mornings — 
when the snow was too deep for the truck or the tractor or any sort of 
motor vehicle to get through — the boys had to get up earlier than usual, 
hurry their chores, and walk, or run, the mile or more to the chapel in 
Madonna House. Being a lay apostle, you see, helps a man to stand the 
rigors of any climate — and to thank God for it. Whether it’s 30 below 
or 80 above, the boys on the farm — like their brothers and sisters else- 


where — keep thanking God for all His gifts — especially for His|yY 


crosses.—E.J.D. 
By Ronald MacDonnell 

Agriculture is particularly a- 
dapted to the nature of man in 
fulfilling his destiny on earth. 
The Creator ordained that the en- 
vironment of man should be a 
garden. Thus the first man be- 
came, in a sense, the first garden- 
er. Man forfeited the plan of his 
Creator, and the harmony in 
nature was disrupted. Man was 
forced to secure his living by the 
sweat of his brow, in an environ- 
ment lacking the original har- 
mony of nature. 

Down through the ages he has 
been delving into nature’s secrets, 
learning its marvels and its in- 
consistencies. The domestication 
of the cow was-a most significant 
factor in the advancement of 
civilization. Man became less a 
wandering hunter, and advanced 
to cultural pursuits. Gradually 
came a diversification of occupa- 
tions. With the development of 
industry the number of farmers 
dwindled. 

An Important Unit 

The farm family unit remains 
of utmost importance to our wel- 
fare. Abraham Lincoln said, “No 
other human occupation offers so 
wide a range for the profitable 
and agreeable combination of 
labor with cultivated thought as 
agriculture.” Our Holy Father, 
the Pope, has asked Italian farm- 
ers to take advantage of the find- 
ings of modern science in agricul- 
ture progress. The church has 
championed the advancement of 
agriculture through the ages. 

Notwithstanding the tremend- 
ous impetus modern science and 
technology has given the develop- 
ment of agriculture, man must be 
cautious, in order not to alter the 
natural cycle. Organic farmers 
have found that the application 
of synthetic fertilizers has result- 
ed in harmful alterations to the 
life-giving process in soils. Actual 
practice has proven that the use 
of natural fertilizers gives larger 
yields per acre, and the natural 
cycle is maintained and promoted. 

Life Of The Soil 

The emotional and physical 
health of people depends on the 
food they eat. The proper produc- 
tion of high-quality foods natur- 
ally goes back to good soil. Good 
soil cannot be maintained without 
respect for nature’s laws. Crops 
“mass produced for quick profits” 
often rob the soil of its life. The 
farmer must learn to love the 
land and to co-operate with the 
divine plan. He must learn to 
know the tremendous heritage 
which is his in fertile, well-cultiv- 
ated soil. 

The small farmer must begin 
to realize that he cannot by him- 
self hope to alter the forces that 
endeavor to curtail his progress. 
But he can find hope in studying 
the factors which led to the 
development of Denmark as a 
great agriculture country. The 
spirit and technique of the “folk- 
school movement” ushered in a 
system aimed at equipping the 
student to live life in all its full- 
ness on the land. The technique 
recognized the necessity of mu- 
tual self-help co-operative organ- 
izations. 

The foresight of men like Dr. 
Hugh MacPherson and Dr. J. J. 
Tompkins of Nova Scotia is prov- 
ing fruitful in developing a truly 
great people’s movement. Dr. Mac- 
Pherson’s experience of following 
the scientific approach to better 
farming brought new light and 
new hope. His pioneer work in the 
marketing field enabled the farm- 
er to obtain a just return for his 
produce. The social and economic 
petoegeny of Dr. Tompkins gave 


remendous motivation to the} P 


eople of the Maritimes, compris- 
ing primarily an agricultural 


e. 

et Co-Operation 

The masses of men were be- 
ginning to learn of their human 
dignity. Their minds were being 
enlightened to the realization 
that they have the ability to pro- 
vide themselves with the neces- 
sities of life through mutual co- 
operation. 

Dedicated members of secular 
institutions, living a life of pov- 
erty, chastity and obedience, re- 





cently recognized as a _ special 
vocation by canon law, have 
known the necessity of working 
among men and their institu- 
tions. Members of these institutes 
influence the lives of men by 
virtue of sharing their working 
conditions. Those located in rural 
areas are endeavoring to aid the 
farmer to reach a solution of his 
problems, and to show him the 
implication of his life in the res- 
toration of the world to Christ. 
The work involved in the life 
of the farmer should not be un- 
derestimated. He must be attent- 
ive to the urgency of seasonal 
work. Tedious labor is not always 
rewarded by an abundance. The 
life requires a constant discipline 
and a search for better methods. 
True growth in becoming the per- 
son God desires does not come 
easy to our weak human nature. 


By Joseph K. Hogan - 

God is good; and we find God’s 
superabundance clearly illustra- 
ted for us on the farm. Every day 
the sun rises in splendor to greet 
the farmer as he begins his chores. 
No one can help but praise God 
then as everything awakens with 
the dawn. 

The lay sisters of St. Cecilia, as 
we call our chickens, begin to sing 
to the dawn. The cows rise from 
their bed of straw, and the calves 
run around their pens waiting 
for their expected milk. 

, At Madonna House it began this 
Way. On May Ist, last year, three 
city boys walked into “the valley 
of @gsolation” as we named it that 
day. It was really a hill pasture 
of our House of Gold farm. The 
crest of the hill was lined with 
burnt-out tree stumps silhouetted 
here and there with half fallen, 
half dead trees. The scorched 
grass reminded one of what the 
world might look like on the last 
day. We later foung that our 
agriculture station’ considered 
this land unworkable. 

Work? And How! 

We began to work. Through 
May, June, and July we cut cedar 
poles by the hundreds, dragging 
them out on our shoulders. On 
these poles we strung six miles of 
barb-wire fence. Then we began 
to bring the animals to the farm. 
First the chickens. 

We lifted a 20 foot chicken 
house off its foundations and 
hoisted it on a wagon. Then with 
a tractor and truck, we hauled it 
up the mile road to the House of 
Gold, an elevation of some 200 
feet. 

The next day we moved the pig 
house up the same road. The sow 
followed. A steer and cow were 
bought. We had been keeping a 
cow at Phil Larkin’s farm on 
Sandy Hill. We loaded her on the 
truck and brought her down. It 
took three weeks for us to build 
three chicken yards and two pig 
ens. 

Our soil had to be rebuilt. We 
spent the rest of the summer re- 
moving the rocks from the fields. 
On one field we used a hundred 
sticks of dynamite: There are still 
rocks on ‘the field! We plowed a- 
round the rocks we couldn’t re- 
move and had five fields in fall 
rye which when plowed under 
this spring will supply valuable 
nitrogen to the soil. 

Crops? You Bet! 

This year out of our “valley of 

desolation” we harvested almost 





150 bags of potatoes. Our first real 


had six piglets. Our old cow, Paul- 
ine, had a calf we call Joan of Arc. 
Alleluia had a calf, Gloria. We 
killed our steer and had 400 Tbs 
of meat. We bought an Ayrshire 
and now have three milking cows, 
Pauline, Alleluia, and Hosanna. 
On our farm we produce eggs, 
milk, butter, meat, apples, and 
potatoes. 

Three city boys have found that 
God is really superabundant in 
His goodness. And the land has 
been sanctified by our toil. This 
is Our Lady’s land. She too is our 
House of Gold. And three boys, 
as they rise with the sun, rejoice 
that they too have another day 
to praise God along with the 
silent praise of the fields and the 
animals and the beautiful morn- 
ing sky. 

As the Holy Father said last 
ear to a group of farmers, 
“Whenever the melodious sound 
of a bell, in harmony with the 
whisper of the wind, the murmur 
of flowing water, and the chirp- 
ing of birds, is heard abroad, like 
a voice calling upon you to think 
of heaven and promising God’s 
blessing upon the furrows and 
the crops watered by your sweat, 
elevate your thoughts to God in 
a fervent prayer of thanksgiving 
and propitiation.” 


OUTER CIRCLE 
LETTER NO. 139 


Dear Friends, We discussed in 
our last letter the questions of 
teen-agers going steady and the 
ways and means of teaching sex. 
We discovered that the answers 
are to be found not in the present, 
but the past. The fairly distant 
past of both child and parents. In 
fact, in the very begifining of 
married life — in the birth of that 
child. 

These questions are followed by 
another which sort of sums them 
all up. WHY WAS THIS PARTIC- 
ULAR HOME BROUGHT INTO 
BEING? The answer comes swift 
and suree BECAUSE TWO 
YOUNG PEOPLE LOVED ONE 
ANOTHER AND CAME TOGETH- 
ER THROUGH THE BEAUTI- 
FUL PORTALS OF THE MOST 
HOLY SACRAMENT OF MAT- 
RIMONY. Putting it another way, 
THE HOME IS A PARTNERSHIP 
OF MAN, WOMAN, AND GOD, 
from Whom all love and fecundity 
stems. 

A Place For Love 

Let us repeat this. We can 
never have enough clarity in this 
vital matter. HOME IS THE 
LOVING PLACE OF MAN, 
WOMAN, GOD, AND OF THE 
FRUITS OF THAT LOVE — 
CHILDREN! FOR IT TAKES 
THREE TO BRING FORTH A 
CHILD, GOD, MAN, AND 
WOMAN. 

Home is a “loving place.”’ Where 
love is God is. And where God is, 
all things should be His. For all 
have their beginning in Him, and 
hence in Him should have their 
ending. Life is a reaching toward 
that glorious ENDING. All life 
should be a school of love, A 
NOVITIATE. But alove all others, 
THE HOME SHOULD BE THAT 
PRIMARY SCHOOL, THAT NO- 
VITIATE, since its very begin- 
nings were rooted in LOVE. 

It should prepare, therefore, 
those who are the fruits of that 
love — children — for all other 
novitiates — schools of love — 
and quite naturally for the 
novitiate it alone can give, that 
of preparing for the married 
state. All other novitiates draw on 
this FIRST NOVITIATE, THE 
HOME. Without it, all others 
would die out. Let us bear that 
clearly in mind. 

Holy Matrimony 

How wondrous and holy then is 
married life! What a tremendous 
responsibility too, yet what an 
infinite joy! But, alas, how few 
of us, even Catholics, fully under- 
stand the duties, responsibilities, 
and joys of marriage, and parent- 
hood! Because we don’t, we are 
faced with what appear to us 
insurmountable problems. Yet al- 
most all the answers can be 
found in that very home circle, 
and in its heads and foundations, 
THE PARENTS. 

Juvenile delinquency, steady 
dating, too early marriages, desire 
to escape the duties of obedience, 
etc., are not the problems of 
children, BUT OF THEIR PAR- 
ENTS 


Let us look at this statement a 
little closer. Take the immense 
tranquility of God’s Order, where 
all is perfectly made for a special 
purpose and endowed with 
is needful to achieve that purpose. 
Among other things, God created 
man and woman. To each he gave 
their “special nature.” We are not 
going to go into heavy theological 
appraisals or discussions — but 
look at the thine simnly, as or- 

lay Catholics with a good 

















“ecm 
knowledge of Cathechism should. 
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Man was created to protect, 
take care of, and look after the 
woman and the children. The 
woman was made to bear child- 
ren, be a home-maker. If modern 
parents 4g * that simple equation 
in mind, they would not have to 
worry about their children. They 
would know almost all the ans- 
wers that so constantly escape 
them now. 

A child, from the very moment 
of its birth, needs the LOVE, 
SECURITY, HELP, WARMTH, 
TENDERNESS, AND UNDER- 
STANDING OF BOTH PARENTS. 
He also needs the immense tran- 
quility of God’s order, reflected 
in his daily life and routine. He 
needs to feel that all is well be- 
tween those two beings most 
precious and important to him. 
They are his verse, emotion- 
ally, intellectually, physically, and 
spiritually. 

He needs a HOME, as a place 
where all these wants of his are 
taken care of, and also a STATE 
OF BEING LOVED AND BEING 
ALLOWED TO LOVE, first on the 
natural level — then on the 
supernatural. 

Mom Works. Pop Too 

Consider the modern homes. 
With so many mothers working, 
or absent half the day because 
of the thousand social and com- 
munity obligations that are utter- 
ly secondary to those needs of the 
children. Consider the unorderly 
life of fathers, whose goal is 
wealth, success, social recognition, 
the keeping up with the Jones’, 
and anything and everything else 
but the primary needs of the 
family. 

Here, right here, the nature of 
man and woman are confused, 
the tranquility of God’s wondrous 
order broken. Is it a wonder that 
children can’t get answers to their 
unspoken questions in the one 
book they can read before their 
infant eyes can absorb the light 
of the sun . .. the book of par- 
ental harmony, mutual love, and 
the constant example of peaceful 
following of God’s design for them 
and their children? 

Bickering! Financial worries! 
Everyone it seems lives beyond 
his means. Mothers feel they have 
to work out. They hire people to 
“love their children” and make 
their home for them. (Hirelings 
cannot take the place of parents 
— no matter how grand they are.) 

The Child Denied 

The girl as she grows up is not 
shown the ways of womankind. 
She is not allowed to help in the 
home-making arts. She is encour- 
aged to ‘make something of her- 
self” . . . study, shine scholastic- 
ally. This would be O.K. if all 
other things that belong to HER 
NATURE AS A WOMAN TO BE 
are also given to her. 

But they are not given. So the 
novitiate, the school of love that 
the home is, because IT IS A 
HOME, THE LOVING PLACE OF 
GOD AND MAN, ceases to be that 
and becomes a place from whic’ 
the child wants to escape. The 
peace of God has been rejected 
there by her parents. Where is 
that child going to escape? The 
answers are clear .. . into steady 
dating (some sort of loving secur- 
ity) . . . into a search for what 
has been denied her at the very 
roots of life. 

Some answers are hidden deep. 
They are hidden in the breaking 
up of God’s pattern for holy mar- 
ried life, in His being relegated to 
a second place, with all the ten- 
sions, tragedies, and miseries that 
follow. 


Love Can Tell 

Neither poverty nor riches has 
aything to do with all this. Love 
has. Love of parents for God and 
each other. Obedience to His com- 
mandments of love: These reveal 
the answers in big legible letters 
to every mother and father. IS 
THE HOME A LOVING PLACE 
OF MAN, WOMAN, AND GOD? 
IS IT, FUNCTIONING ACCORD- 
ING TO THE TRANQUILITY OF 
HIS LOVING ORDER ... OR IS 
IT NOT? 

Each group of parents must 
answer that question for them- 
Selves. If they do, truthfully, 
lovingly, and without fears, they 
will be able to answer all other 
questions their children may ask 
them. for they will have graduat- 
ed from their own school of love. 
AND LOVE KNOWS ALL 
ANSWERS. 

' To synthesize — we asked some 
questions in our previous letters, 
questions put to us by bewildered 
and hurt parents all over the 
U.S.A. and Canada .. . questions 
about how to teach sex to children 
. about steady dating of teen- 
agers ... about disobedience. We 
tried, in this letter, to show. . . 
that the real answers to all these 
questions lie in the PARENTS’ 
FULL AND COMPLETE LIVING 
OF THEIR MOST HOLY VOCA- 
TION TO LOVE IN THE MAR- 
RIED STATE. If they do just 


-waska, between the two hills, 








children will understand love. | 
Then the little-needed academic 
details on the chalice of the 
Sacrament of matrimony, which 
sex really is, will be easily and 
happily answered too. | 





Morning Thanksgiving 


By Marilyn Williamson 











It was dark as I made my way 
down the stairs and across the 
office cluttered with tables and 
chairs. I groped for my boots, 
sleepily thinking how good it was 
to be up early in the quiet of the 
morning, that silent time when all 
is new. I was on breakfast duty. 
That means I had the privilege of 
mixing porridge and boiling water 
and setting tables for the family. 

Dennis was on duty too, making 
fires in the furnace and fireplace, 
and, most important to me, in the 
stove — so that the water would 
boil and eying would cook. He 
also had to fill the wood box with 
the day’s supply of wood which 
would be turned into the heat of 
love by Lorette, to cook our main 
meals. 

More Time 

It was just an ordinary morn- 
ing, nothing unusual about it 
except that it held the promise, 
the hope, which each new day is— 
more time to discover God, more 
time to love God and to prove it 
in service. 

Dennis didn’t look at all happy 
about being out of bed. I had to 
smile.at my brother in Christ. He 
grunted a hello as I came into 
the kitchen, then proceeded to 
shake the coal around in the fire- 
box, saying something to Brother 
Fire which I could not hear. He 
had a beard which he had not 
had time to remove. He looked 
quite gruff, which is the opposite 
of his usual happy manner. 

And so after this quick reflect- 
ion I got the butter and the milk 
from the fridge, measured the 
porridge and the morning 
routine had begun. 

Father came in, shaking the 
snow off his boots. He whispered 
a cheerful good-morning and put 
on his cassock, getting ready for 
Mass at the parish ehurch. The 
water was boiling by then and it 
was time the porridge was cook- 
ing. I had almost forgotten the 
salt. Father’s juice had to be pre- 
pared, and the bread wasn’t 
sliced. My mind was racing with 
the details of breakfast for fifty. 


A Difference! 

And then Dennis walked in. Or 
should I say glided in? I looked 
up from the big pot of boiling, 
salted water, and was greeted by 
a face glowing with joy, radiating 
joy, reflecting the beauty that 
had thrilled him. 

Reverently he said to me, “Look 
out the front window when you 
have a minute.” I began pouring 
porridge into water, mixing, and 
wondering what had changed his 
face from the sleepy unknowing 
of routine existence into the 
awake, alert realization of life. 

When the porridge was bub- 
bling on the stove, the bread cut, 
and Father’s juice ready, I took 
a minute to look out the window. 
And I understood. 

The horizon over the Mada- 


which was blue-black when I had 
seen it last, half an hour before, 
was on fire with light! White- 
orange was screaming into the | 
blue-black sky above! 

Day was here. Light had come. 
Arise, life, and run out your 
measure of time until I leave you 
in dark again to die! 








' SEMPER! 
GRATIAS!! 











Thanks For The Dawn 

The porridge was finished and 
put on the back of the stove to 
keep warm during Mass. Brother 
Fire was fed for the last time. The 
tables were set and ready for our 
hungry family. Father’s eggs were 
poised on the edge of the plate, 
ready to be thrust into boiling 
water after the last Gospel. And 
the hands of the clock were point- 
ing to seven-fourteen. Just one 
minute to shut off the light and 
run up to chapel in time for 
meditation. 

A bit out of breath I dipped my 
fingers into the holy water, took 
one last peek at the blazing sky, 
knelt in the last pew, and began, 
“In the name of the Father, and 
of the Son, and of the Holy 
Ghost... ” 

Thank You, Father, for the 
beauty — Yourself — which I saw 
in Dennis’s face this morning, 
and for life, which is not 
just existen ce but vibrates 
with opportunity to discover You. 
Thank You for time, which 
brings us ever-closer to You, if we 
spnd it wisely. Thank You for the 
grace to love and understand all 
these kids I live with. Thank You 
for the chance to serve! 





HIS NAME 


By Diane Zdunich 











Love caught my will. 

I could not move 
away from Him 
nor toward Him. 


But He, with eyes 
that tore my sight 
and made me blind 
to all but Him, 

Advanced. 


He did not speak 
in words, 
But fire is speech. 


A flame 
was uttered 
from His flame 
and burned His name 
into my soul— 
Jesus! 


To See God 
and Mary 


By Eleanore James 














Heaven is the only true home 
of all Christians. Now we are pil- 
grims in a land of exile. ur 
Blessed Lord would have us, in 
the midst of life’s trials, lift our 
eyes above the things of earth. 
On the eve of His passion and 
death, when He knew how heavy 
were the hearts of His apostles, 
He put all of heaven in His prom- 
ises to them. Their present sorrow 
was only a preparation, a neces- 
sary one, for the reception of 
greater joys. 

As He asked them for unfalter- 
ing faith in Him, so He asks us to 
believe in Him despite our diffi- 
culties and sufferings, our 
and disappointments. He has gone 
on before us to the home of the 
Father. There, by the merits of 
His death, He prepares us to 
attain to the places He has des- 
tined for us. 

Christ, A Pledge 

Each time Christ comes into our 
lives, by His grace, He comes as 
a pledge, a token of our reunion 
with Him in heaven. He wants us 
in heaven with a longing infinitely 
surpassing ours. 

Christ is the Way by which we 
pilgrims travel through life. 
Christ is the Truth. His uncreated 
intellect contemplates unceasing- 
ly the Absolute Truth. He reflects 
the Father perfectly for He is al- 
ways the image of God. 

Christ is the Life. He is cor- 
porally present in the Sacrament 
of the Altar as the food of our 
souls. He is truly our life even in 
this world, that He may be our 
Life for all eternity. 

To See God! 

In heaven we shall see God; we 
shall love God, and we shall enjoy 
God. 

Mary as Queen of Heaven is 
closest to her Son in glory. She 
is the mother of all the living, of 
all those who would live godly in 
Christ, of all those who live 
eternally with Him in heaven. She 
is the mother of the just, “the 
woman clothed with the sun, and 
the moon under her feet, and on 
her head a crown of twelve stars.” 

Mary is full of grace. She is the 
mother of the Author of all grace. 
By giving Him to the world, she 
gave grace itself to the world. 
She is the daughter of the Eternal 
Father, the mother of the Son, 


,;and the bride of the Holy Ghost. 


But she does not-enjoy the splend- 
or of her glory only because of 
these relations with the Trinity. 
She enjoys this glory because she 
freely, generously, and perfectly, 
corresponded to all the designs of 
God in her regard. 
And To See Mary! 

Like her Son, she was meek and 
humble of heart. She conformed 
in all things to the holy will 
of God. Silent in suffering, during 
His Passion, ‘Jesus held his 
peace.” Silent too, was Mary when 
her Child’s mysterious words, 
“Did you not know that I must 
be about my Father’s business?” 
filled her heart with fear. 

She suffered patiently in union 
with her Divine Son. She now re- 
joices eternally with Him. 

As a child runs to his mother’s 
arms in all his troubles, so must 
we seek consolation and strength 
within the compassionate arms of 
Our Blessed Mother, when we are 
in pain, when we suffer. She will 
take us to her Son and we shall 
know this greater gladness, His 
words of hope and promise, “Be- 
hold, I am with you all days, 
even to the consummation of the 
world.” 





Page Four 











YUKON CALLING. . 
5.0.5, 


You remember dear friends, our 
desperate plea for Maryhouse, our 
most distant and our _ hardest 
Mission, in WHITEHORSE, 
YUKON TERRITORY, CANADA, 
which we published in a recent 
issue? 

Well, it never rains but it pours. 
We just heard from their good 
chaplain, in a letter simple, but 
heartrending, that THE FURN- 
ACE OF MARYHOUSE is nearly 
finished. This is the one that ate 
up 70 to 80 cords of wood a year. 
(Each log is 48 inches long.) 
There is no Spring, Summer, or 
Fall in Whitehorse. There are only 
WINTER AND JULY. July is the 
one month when they do not use 
the furnace. THE FURNACE OF 
MARYHOUSE — a second-hand 
one in the first place — is on the 
blink . . . kaput! 

WHAT WOULD YOU DO IF 
YOU LIVED AT MARYHOUSE .. 
IN A CLIMATE THAT REACHES 
62 BELOW ZERO SOMETIMES 
...40 BELOW ZERO OFTEN... 
AND 30 BELOW ZERO MOST 
OF THE TIME... AND YOUR 
FURNACE WAS BREATHING 
ITS LAST .. . WHAT WOULD 
YOU DO? 

YOU WOULD BUY A NEW 
SECOND-HAND FURNACE ... 
OR EVEN, PERHAPS, A NEW 
ONE. THEY WOULD TOO. ONLY 
THEY HAVEN’T ANY MONEY 
TO BUY EITHER A NEW FURN- 
ACE ...OR A SECOND HAND 
ONE. 

A wood-burning furnace that 
takes 48 inch logs all day and 
night must be BIG. And BIG 
FURNACES are expensive. One 
would cost FIVE HUNDRED 
DOLLARS. It has to be a wood- 
burner. It is too expensive to buy 
oil or coal up there. Wood costs 
nothing except labor to cut it. 

















And they have that. 
So... there itis. . 
from the YUKON! 
OUR LADY OF THE SNOWS, 
YOU KNOW ALL THE HARD- 
SHIPS THIS TRAGEDY MEANS 
TO YOUR HUMBLE APOSTO- 
LATE LOST IN THE iICyY, 


. an S.OS. 


SNOWY WASTES OF YOUR) 


DOMAIN UP THERE. HELP IT 
IN THIS EMERGENCY, OH 
PLEASE DO! 








In His Name 


Here is a letter from two old 





Bees eo ee is 


This is the new St. Joseph’s Hostel, in the Yukon, a former barracks, in which 
Indian boys will be boarded and cared for by the lay missionaries of Maryhouse. 





And these are some of the boys who will 
occupy the new addition to Maryhouse. 








Wine and Oil 


By Jacqueline Duncan 














friends, fellow lay apostles, Tom 
and Mary Keating. You might 
find it interesting. 

“Dear Ed., We have been in 
Caracas, Venezuela, for more than 
a year but have not been able to 
do very much. We have establish- 
ed one club for boys, however. 
Conditions for the poor are rug- 
ged here. There are generally 
nine children in a family. The 
formality of marriage doesn’t 
seem to exist, and as a result there 
never seems to be a father. When 
things get too difficult some prob- 
lems are solved by throwing a 
couple of the older boys out. They 
then begin a life of begging, steal- 
ing, sleeping in doorways, living 
out of garbage cans. But for all 
their: filth they are appealing 
children . . . yet hard to work 
with. 

“We expect to have five more 
of these clubs in Caracas and then 
to extend the program into the 
interior. They will operate accord- 
ing to the needs of the neighbor- 
hood. Our next club will have 
dormitories and kitchens. 

“This is a boom town and great 
fortunes are made, but the rich 
seem to have little social con- 
sciousness. We are about to set 
up a central office and start a 
campaign for funds. 

“As it was in Harlem, when we 
were with your Friendship House 
there, so is it here. We can use 
everything. Old clothing, soap, 
towels, magazines, food — but 
please, please don’t send us any 
from the States, for the duty 
would be outrageous. We could 
use money, though, on which — 
so far — there is no duty. 

“Write us at Edificio Sokoa, 
Apt. 7, Ave. Miranda, Chacito, 
Caracas, Venezuela. God bless 
you. Tom and Mary.” 

We have letters also from Fr. 
Guido Colussi, missionary at 
Tengla, in Assam, India, and from 
Fr. Denis Troncana. Both are 
Salesians, and both in need of 
everything, especially money. Fr. 
Troncana is at Cherrapunji P.O., 
in Assam, India. Letters or checks 
may be sent each or both through 
the Salesian Procure, 148 Main 


Dear Mrs. Doherty, Often I read 
your poem “Upon the Blue-Green 
Hill,” and there are two lines which 
stay close to my heart— 


“The wine of hope 
The oils of love.” 


One day, when I was in the hos- 
pital I wrote these little lines to go 
with your two. 


Doctor, sir! 

You give me pills, 

For my good health, 

I thank you... but— 


The wine of Hope! 
The oils of Love! 


Doctor, sir! 

You ponder much, 
And wag your head, 
And read your chart, 


The wine of Hope! 
The oils of Love! 


Doctor, sir! 

You order drugs, 

For my good health, 

I thank you... but— 


The wine of Hope! 
The oils of Lovel 


Doctor, sir! 

Next comes the “‘shock,”’ 
For my good health, 

I thank you... but 


The wine of Hope! 
The oils of Love! 


Doctor, sir! 

You cut my brain! 
For my good health, 
I thank you... but 


The wine of Hope! 
The oils of Love! 


And I heal not, 

And Lida heals not, 
And Carmel heals not, 
And Lois heals not. 


The wine of Hope! 
The oils of Lovel 


Doctor, sir! 

You want to heal, 
And heal you can, 
If heal you will. 


The wine of Hopel 





St., New Rochelle, N. Y. 


The oils of Love! 





Mary 


By Jessie Atkinson 











Yes, Mary blesses every one 

Who seeks to serve her only Son 

And everytime we tap her power 

She pours down graces in a 
shower. 


Some serve her Son for just a day, 

Some serve in quite a different 
way, 

Some serve with money, some 
with love, 

ALL win those blessings from 
above. 


Our service is the humblest kind 

HOME for the needy, aged, blind. 

The old, the sick, the lame, the 
poor 

Seek food and comfort at our 
door. 


Our purse is always empty, 
Our heart is NEVER so 

We smile to give them welcome 
We cry to see them go. 





COMBERMERE DIARY 


(Continued from Page One) 


and Rae Jean Neubig are replac- 
ing Rejeanne George, Rose Gagne 
and Francoise de Castro in the 


kitchen. Rejeanne is now in the 
Library. Rose is the new Book- 
keeper. Francoise is once more 
teaching the big course to the 
Staff. Theresa Davis is also a new 
addition to the Library, having 
swapped jobs with Marilyn Wil- 
liamson who is now working in 
the Clothing Room. Mary Davis 
is learning the ins and outs of 
the Sewing Department, under 
the tutelage of Kathleen O’Herin. 

Winter has been with us three 
weeks — a kind of off-and-on old- 
fashioned Canadian winter, with 
the mercury often dipping below 
zero. It makes life interesting. 
Especially when cars won’t start 
and the plumbing freezes! 

Our skating rink on the swamp 
has proven very popular and 
many of the Staff are painfully 
working their way through the 
first stages of skiing. 

We don’t know how the 
groundhog made out this year as 
there was two feet of snow in the 
flats, but up here the spring ad- 
vances with about seven minutes 


jof extra daylight each day. We 


can be.counting on crocuses—in 
another ten weeks. 








RESTORE THE WORLD 
TO CHRIST, ITS LORD 


By Katie 











The ingenuity of love is always 
busy with ways and means of lov- 
ing the Beloved more . . . and 
serving Him better. Especially if 
the Beloved is God! 

I am not ashamed to confess 
that my heart, mind, and soul are 
forever devising ways of doing 
JUST THAT! For He is so won- 
drously lovable. Don’t you think? 
That is why I thought that dur- 
ing this CATHOLIC PRESS 
MONTH I should write this 
special little article to bring to 
you one of these “ways and 
means” of extending the Kingdom 
of our Beloved Lord of Hosts. 

Our monthly paper, RESTOR- 
ATION, is growing; but it would 
grow much more IF YOU COULD 
HELP to spread its message of 
love and service — of truth that 
alone will make men free. . 
God’s truth ... of principles, and 
techniques for the implementa- 
tion of that truth into our daily 
lives, OF THE RESTORATION 
OF HIS WORLD BACK TO 
CHRIST! 

You, our readers and warm 
friends, could help in all this so 
very, very much—IF ONLY YOU 
GOT US ONE MORE SUBSCRIB- 
ER. The price for a subscription 
to RESTORATION is so little — 
just ONE DOLLAR! 

But oh how much that little 
will help the work of RESTOR- 
ING ALL THINGS TO CHRIST! 

PLEASE SEND ALL YOUR 
OWN RENEWALS, AND THE 
NEW SUBSCRIPTION, TO 
RESTORATION, MADONNA 
HOUSE, COMBERMERE, ON- 
TARIO, CANADA. God bless you. 





LOVE LETTER 


(Continued from Page One) 

will bring her millions of new 
slaves, whom she will give You; 
and that it will change the destiny 
of nations that now are scudding 
swiftly to the devil. After all, as 
it is Your mother’s own book, it 
should work miracles of grace! 
Why should I have not great 
hopes for it? 

Let it do infinite good. But 
quietly! Let there be hush-hush 
in heaven. Let no angels talk 
about it. Their queen might over- 
hear. Let it work all the miracles 
it can. 


Then, God, in Your Own time, |P 


give Our Lady the full news of 
her achievement! 
Dumb and Stupid 

What a surprise party that will 
make in heaven! I hope I’m there 
to see it. 

God, You love her more than all 
Your other creatures put together. 
You love everything she does, 
because she does it. She loves You 
more than all the rest of us could 
possibly love You. She loves every- 
thing You do because You do it. 
Think how she will love such a 
surprise as this — if it is You Who 
arranges it for her! 

(And if she loves me a little 
better for having suggested it, 
which is not at all unlikely, I will 
have still more to thank You for 
since all love comes from You.) 

I am dumb and stupid, Lord. 
And maybe childish too. But only 
one thing is important to You — 
that I love You. I do. And some- 
day, after that surprise party, if 
You hold it, I may get Our Lady 
to say how much I love you. Eddie. 


February—1957 








Since Our Lord’s first act in His 
public life was to change water 
into wine at Cana, and since there 
definitely are days when families 
would like to use it for festive 
and joyful reasons, I thought I 
should give you some simple 
recipes for making wines. These 
are cheap, easy to make, not too 
strong, and wonderful to taste. 

The last recipe is called KVASS 
and is a national Russian drink. 
non-alcoholic, it takes the place of 
what in Canada and America 
might be called “pop drinks.” It 
has a nice special taste. It is very 
refreshing and nourishing. It is 
chock full of minerals and vita- 
mins. 

One way of getting to know 
others real well in our shrinking 
world is to pray together and eat 
together. It helps us to grow in 
charity, and it brings peace. So 
why not try Kvass some day for 
the family? 

These recipes, incidentally, are 
printed in “My Russian Yester- 
days.” 











APPLE WINE 

Ingredients: 

8 Tbs bruised apples 

¥o Ib sultanas 

4 Ib barley 

1 gallon water 

312 Ibs brown sugar 
Method: 
1—Cut the apples into small 
pieces. Add the barley and sul- 
tanas and cover with cold water. 
Stir and squeeze the apples every 
day for a month, then strain. 
2—Add the sugar and stir until 
dissolved, and leave in a warm 
place 21 days to ferment. Then 
skim and bottle, corking loosely 
until all fermentation ceases. At 
9 months this is a strong spark- 
ling wine. 

CHERRY PORT 

Ingredients: 

2 gallons black cherries 

1 gallon boiling water 

1 Ib wheat 

1 oz. yeast 

4 Ibs Demerara sugar 


.| Method: 


1—Put the cherries in a bowl and 
cover them with boiling water. 
Squeeze and stir for 10 days then 
squeeze out all the pulp, getting 
it bone dry before throwing it 
away. 

2—Add the wheat and sugar to 
the liquid and stir until the latter 
is dissolved. Sprinkle the yeast on 
top and leave it to ferment for 
16 days, then skim and bottle. 

I strained the wine, then put 
all the pulp in a bowl and squeez- 
ed it bit by bit through a coarse 
muslin to make sure of getting 
all the juice. 

BEETROOT WINE 
Ingredients: 

4 Ibs beetroot 

1 gallon water 

4 Ibs sugar 

1 16 wheat 

1 oz. yeast 
Method: 
1—Boil the beetroot in the water 
and take it out when done. Skin 
it and cut in slices. Cover with 
vinegar for pickle. 
2—Strain the water well, add the 


boil and simmer until all the 
goodness is in the water (about 
20 minutes). Then strain. 
2—Put the sugar and 1 slice of 
slightly toasted bread into a bowl. 
Pour the boiling black currant 
liquid over and stir until the sugar 
is dissolved. 
ELDERBERRY PORT 
Ingredients: 
2 qts. elderberries 
1 gallon water 
3 Ibs sugar 
4% 1b large raisins 
1 oz. yeast on large slice of 
toast 
Method: 
1—Strip berries off fleshy stalks. 
Put with water and boil 15 mins. 
when all the goodness will be in 
the liquor. Strain, throw pulp 
away. 
2—Add sugar and chopped raisins 
to liquid and simmer gently for 
20 minutes. 
3—Let cool, then add yeast spread 
on toast, and leave to ferment 14 
days. Skim and bottle. 
4—Cork lightly, then after fer- 
mentation has ceased, firmly. 
Keep 12 months. 
BRAMBLE CLARET 
Ingredients: 
1 gallon brambles 
1 qt. sloes 
1 gal. boiling water 
4 Ibs sugar 
Y% oz. yeast 
1 large slice of toast 
Method: 
1—Pour boiling water over bram- 
bles (blackberries). Leave 6 days, 
mashing fruit each day. 
2—Squeeze all moisture out of 
fruit and throw pulp away. 
3—Add sugar, sloes and yeast 
which has been spread on toast. 
4—Stir and mash sloes every day 
for a fortnight as it is fermenting. 
5—Skim and run through 3 thick- 
nesses of muslin before bottling. 
Keep 6 months. 


BRAMBLE LIQUER 
(SWARLAND) 

Ingredients: 

9 quarts brambles 

12 Ib sugar 

10 pts. water 
Method: 
1—Boil the water and pour over 
fruit. Let stand 7 days, squeeze 
and stir daily. 
2—Strain and squeeze every drop 
of liquid from fruit before throw- 
ing the pulp away, then strain 
liquid through clean muslin. 
3—Add sugar to the liquid and let 
ferment 7 days. 
_ kim and bottle, corking light- 
y. 
5—Add a little rum or brandy if 
liked, and keep 12 months. 


KVASS 

(White made out of white 
bread, black made out of rye 
bread, dark variety. Both of the 
same proportions.) 

Take 3 Ibs stale bread, either 
white or rye, cut it in small pieces 
and dry it out well in the oven so 
that it has a toast-like quality. 
Then put dry bread into nice 
clean barrel, preferably of oak 
such as is used by breweries. Pour 
over bread 24 pint bottles boiling 
water and cover barrel with clean 
cloth and let stand until it be- 
comes temperature of warmed-up 


sugar and stir until it is dis-| milk 


solved. 
3—When lukewarm, add_ the 
wheat and one the yeast over 
the top. Let it ferment 14 days 
before skimming and bottling. 
4—Remember to put corks in 
loosely. 
RED CURRANT WINE 

Ingredients: , 

1 gallon red currants 

1 gallon boiling water 

4 Ibs sugar 
Method: 
1—Pour the boiling water over the 
red currants and let them stand 4 
or 5 days, squeezing and stirring 
every day. Then strain, taking 
care to get all the juice from the 
ulp before throwing it away. 
2—Add the sugar to the liquid 
and stir it. Set aside to fer- 
ment for 14 days, then skim, 
strain and bottle and keep 2 years. 

BLACK CURRANT WINE 
Ingredients: 

1 gallon black currants 

1 gallon water 

4 Ibs sugar 

1 oz. yeast 

2 slices of toast 
Method: 
1—Put the currants and water 
together and bring slowly to the 


Strain liquid through some 
gauze folded in several thick- 
nesses and add to the strained 
liquid 2 tbs molasses, not too 
dark, and the liquid of three en- 
ieee of dry yeast mixed accord- 
ing to directions on same, and one 
table spoon white flour. Stir well, 
taking care that molasses doesn’t 
remain at the bottom. Let stand 
12 hours in warm room or kitchen. 

Next morning, strain again as 
before into bottles, placing in each 
two raisins. Cork well and leave 
in cellar two days, after which it 
can be drunk safely. 











NEW EASTER CARDS 


by Ade Bethune 


Box EL (large size) 10 for $1.00 
Box ES (small size) 25 for $1.00 


All with white vellum envelopes 
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